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Loyal Friends 


Author's Notes: 


| will say this is largely in the spirit of the prompt, because Maynard/Danny is definitely one of my OTPs for 
Tool, given what | know of their actual relationship. This is set in 1989 (so its actually pre-Tool) and is based on 
a anecdote related in Maynard's book regarding how he told Danny he wanted to start a band and Danny being 
confused because Maynard had never mentioned having anything to do with music before that point. But its 
because of where they were going that | got the idea which fit the prompt, so | hope that works well enough 
for allie. It really is a great ideal 


Danny had grown up in farm country same as his new friend, but had no desire to recreate it in his new(ish) 


environs. 
Maynard, as of course everyone who had met him had surmised, was different. 


"Maynard's got Wid Kingdom goin’ on in his room n'shit," Danny would joke to others who didn't know him as 
well. But no one really knew him that well, he stayed in the background most of the time, only unfolding himself 


to deliver an acerbic aside now and again. But Danny liked Maynard's sense of humor, that dry as dust deadpan 


he utilized 
"Its an oasis, you overgrown motherfucker,” he might reply, and Danny would laugh in response. 
And he needed it, because life in this city was particularly arid in all ways. 


His ultimate goal was to build an atrium, a way to shield himself from this ugly chaos just outside the door. 
But in other ways he needed to learn how to survive in this atmosphere; otherwise how could he achieve 


whatever he was meant to be? 


They had bonded over certain aspects of their upbringing, both jocks in high school (Danny had played 
basketball and been talented enough to get scouted by a few Division Il schools, while Maynard wrestled and 
participated in track and field) but each had taken a different path to where they both ended up, living in 
near-enough squalor chasing a dream. Both loved to read and to learn, although Danny's interests were rather 
more esoteric. But they had hours-long conversations about any number of things, they could communicate on 
levels deeper than outward circumstances might provoke. Danny wasn't a part of the Libertyville expatriates - 
Maynard's other group of friends - but was on the periphery of so many different scenes due to playing in 
five or six different bands at any given time. He would shrug and say he'd been doing it since his time at 
UMKC, because what a musician wants to do is play. It doesn't matter what - playing is its' own virtue. In that 
way, Danny was the purest musician Maynard had ever met, given that everyone else he knew in a band or 
wanting to start a band had a specific reason for doing so. Danny just wanted to play and hopefully also get 
paid for it. And that meant chasing every opportunity which came along. It might be easy to give him shit for 
being an opportunist, but Maynard had never seen anyone do it because Danny was 6'5 and thus you didn't 
really want to fuck with him but also the dude could actually play, which was more than most other 


drummers on the scene could truly claim. 


They both had that Midwestern pragmatism: You want something? Then go out and get it. Self-sufficient and 
doggedly determined, they understood each other completely, despite the age difference of a few years. It was 
strangely fitting that Danny was older, but looked and acted younger, while Maynard was younger but to 


Danny's reckoning possessed the soul of a weathered hierophant. 


Danny was reluctantly going into work one day, allowing the shitheap BMW he was currently driving a chance 
to warm up so it wouldn't stall out once he put it in gear. Maynard let out a piercing DANNY! from the 
bathroom window which faced the parking lot. 


"Hey man," Danny greeted him, waving. "Are you comin' to rehearsal tonight?" 


"Where are you going?" 


"| gotta work, someone called in." 

"Can you drop me off at the pet store? | need crickets." 

"Yeah, if you can go right now." 

Maynard emerged from the main building of the Green Jello compound in a couple minutes, clad in jeans, t- 
shirt, and ball cap. Danny was in his usual attire of t-shirt with the sleeves excised and cargo shorts. Maynard 
wasn't sure Danny actually owned any long pants. 

“Thanks man" 

"Sure. Think you can make it back before they die?" 

"The crickets? They're resilient motherfuckers, they live everywhere." 

"What about in the Arctic Circle?" 

"Of course; it's crickets and that thing from The Thing" 


Danny cracked up. "The thing from The Thing, we should totally make that a character for the next show.’ 


Maynard smirked, which was usually the best you could get out of him whether it was his joke or someone 


else's. "| don't know if Bill's ready for that kind of effort. But Adam could do it” 
Danny laughed again at the thought of their intense friend Adam dressed up like an alien shapeshifter. 


"Hey so, anyway, I've been thinking we need to be in a real fucking band. | mean, Jello is fun but, like, it's 
theatre, right? So that's a limitation" 


Danny's stare could only be described as dumbfounded. "Have you, uh, ever actually been in a band?" 
Maynard looked at his shoes. He'd taken a vow of reticence with his new friends in regards to past efforts 
because he thought he was meant for a different path. Most bands were a shitshow when it came to 
commitment and work ethic. 

"Yeah, when | was at Kendall | was in a couple different bands. | was the singer." 


‘Oh; well what kind of music do you wanna play?" 


‘| want to crush people under the weight of their own indifference." 


Danny laughed, that was such a Maynard kind of thing to say. 

"Sounds good, but dude, | can't join another band right now, | barely have time for the ones | am in" 

"Okay, yeah" Maynard seemed to run out of steam just then, his inherent shyness wholly evident. They sat at 
a light - the pet store was eight blocks away but with the late-morning traffic it would take a while. "Do you 
want to hear what | did?" 


"Yeah totally," Danny replied, sounding relieved that his friend wasn't offended at his response to the 


suggestion. 


Silence followed in the remaining blocks and when Danny pulled up to the pet store - a prime street spot 


miraculously available - Maynard touched his arm lightly. 


"Look, Gennaro's working," he said, pointing at the front window through which a skinny dark-haired man could 


be seen at the cash register. "Maybe he'll buy us lunch." 
Danny regarded his watch. "Fuck, I'll just say traffic was a bifch" 


"And you wouldn't even be lying," Maynard quipped with just a hint of a smile. 


Their mutual friend looked pleased to see them enter, and the store had to be empty given how he greeted 
them. 


"What brings you fuckers to my humble establishment?" 

Danny grinned wide, Maynard smirked. 

"Sustenance, for all of us. C'mon man, | know you got petty cash we can take to Rosalia's for some burritos." 
Gennaro shrugged. "If you bean-and-cheese it, sure dude. Hey, come back here." He gestured towards the room 
in the back of the store, past birds and fish in their respective enclosures. Danny looked over at the gerbil 
section 

"Man, you still haven't let Maynard build you an enclosure?" 


"| can't afford itl" 


"Quality takes time and money," Maynard said with the assurance of an aphorism. 


Once the proprietor crossed the threshold a chorus of barking arose. There was a makeshift pen containing 


three smallish dogs who looked up with hopeful eyes and wagging tails. 

"Who are these guys?" Maynard asked, dropping to his haunches and extending his hands to be sniffed. 

"This lady from the pound, she brought ‘em by to see if anyone wanted to adopt them - | guess they've been 
there a while. She's paying for their room and board herself now, but says she doesn't have any more room, 
she's already got two at her place." 

The dogs had found the new visitor acceptable and were eagerly licking his fingers. Maynard smiled, Danny 
found himself shocked to see it. He recognized one of the dogs as a collie mix but the other two were mutts 
as far as he could tell. Probably why no one had adopted them. He crouched down next to his friend and began 
petting their eager wiggling bodies as well, with a friendly smile and greeting. 

"Hey dudes, how ya doin?" 

"They're saying please fake me home! Maynard replied in a voice bordering on cutesy. 


"Yeah, | can take the little one," Gennaro said, "but Shawna won't go for a bigger dog than that." 


"Dude, | wish | could take this guy," Danny said, rubbing behind the ears of the larger mutt, his black-and- 
brown fur so soft. "He's totally chill, | can tell. But | can't afford it, as you know." 


"Yeah | know, | figured they could use a little love though, y'know? If it's slow all day | might let them come in 
the front, but | dunno - you think its gonna spook the birds, man?" He directed this last inquiry to Maynard. 


‘Only if they get close to the cages. Otherwise they'll be okay." 

Gennaro nodded as the bell rang on the front door. "I'll be back," he said. 

Maynard climbed inside the pen with the dogs and allowed himself to be swarmed. He sighed. 

"What? Danny asked. He would have done the same but was too tall to fit. 

"| miss Zippy so much." 

‘lm sorry, man, it totally sucks to lose a dog. That happened to me too, when | was a kid. We had this dog 
named Zayin who ran away and | was bummed for months He was my buddy, always waiting for me when | got 
home from school, slept in the attic with me, the whole bit." 


"What kind of name is that?" 


"My dad named him, | think it's Hebrew?" 


"So it was a Masonic thing?" 
"Yeah probably.’ 


"Figures." Maynard had the smaller of the two mutts in his lap, giving the dog a vigorous belly rub. "That's 
right, huh?!" 


"What kind was he?" 

"Zippy? A Schipperke. My first real friend here, you know? Someone who just liked me for me." 

"That's the awesome thing about a dog, man. They don't judge you." 

"He had the most soulful eyes. He accepted all my secrets without question’ 

Danny gave Maynard a thoughtful look. "Maybe he'll come back to you someday." 

"Daniel, are you telling me you believe in reincarnation?" 

'! believe that the soul is eternal" He said this with a gravity his deep yet nasal-y Midwest inflection didn't 
quite match but it was entirely honest. And furthermore the kind of empathy he had come to appreciate from 


his friend, who hadn't seemed to judge him either on first meeting. 


The larger of the dogs began licking Danny's face and he laughed, that smile..it reminded Maynard of the sun, 


so warm and expansive. 
Gennaro came in again, waving a $20. 


"Okay, | just ate the profit margin for some chew toys - here," he said, handing the money to Danny, "go get 


some grub." 
"Thanks man!" 
"Yeah, | need lunch anyway." 


Danny exited and quickly but brazenly jaywalked across Hollywood Boulevard to the faqueria on the other side 
of the street. 


"There goes my drummer," Maynard said to Gennaro. 


"What - you guys are in another band now too? Doesn't that make, like, ten fuckin’ bands for Carey?" 


"Not yet, but that is my drummer - it's kismet." 
Gennaro shrugged, picking up the little dog he had claimed for himself. 
‘Kismet, how's that for a name, huh?" he asked the animal, who licked his face in reply. 


Its perfect" Maynard murmured, watching the long-leqged purposeful stride of the embodiment of a shared 
destiny in a bustling city. 


